flat after a year of gasping in pitiless Italian sunshine only to
discover that the agreeably cool one that succeeded it had
also definite disadvantages.
The coining of the Second World War found us discussing
the conflicting attractions of the flat we had left in Florence
and a villa we happened to have seen at Fiesole, and 1942
saw John hankering for an ancient dilapidated little house
with its feet in the cold sea at Lynmouth. She liked the idea
that at high tide and in stormy weather the waves beat
against its walls! Truly it seems fortunate that in the country
where I am going to meet her again we have been told that
there are many mansions!
But to return to our first real home. It was a modern,
pretentious and very ugly house at Hadley Wood, Middle-
sex, twelve miles from London, with the absurd name of
* Chip Chase" and a facade that included a turret with rough-
cast battlements. We were quite aware that it suggested
the forts that used to appear at Hamley's toyshop in the
Christmas season. But we were also aware that, as a conse-
quence of the war, it was almost impossible to make repairs
or alterations and that our mock castle, which belonged to
a rich industrial magnate, contained, for a comparatively
reasonable price, every comfort and convenience that our
hearts could desire. That price also included carpets, cur-
tains and fixtures, die selection of which the owner, wisely
mistrusting his own taste, had entrusted to Burnetts of
Covent Garden. The house, moreover, was a stone's throw
from the beautiful Hadley Woods.
And so John and I thumbed our noses at jeers and she
bought a ninety-nine years' lease of Chip Chase and we
enjoyed our first orgy of selecting and discarding the furni-
ture she already possessed and of hunting for and buying
the early oak which she had always loved and which she
62